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Leo Gonzalez 
Antonio Alvarez 
Served in Army 
Armored Tank Division 
In Central Germany 
Medardo Perez 
Served in US Army 
Company l , l 0th Infantry 
In Central Germany 
Johnnv Gonzalez Gilbert Gonzalez I I Patricio Gonzalez 
On this veterans day, it is an honor to pay 
tribute to all our war veterans. I especially want to 
recognize Pharr's four Gonzalez brothers. The 
Gonzalez brothers who all Honorably served their 
country during World War II . 
Leo being the eldest of the nine off spring of 
the late Domingo Gonzalez and Antonia Avila Richie. 
Domingo and Antonia Gonzalez were among the 1st 
families to settle in Pharr in 1909. 
Leo set the example for his siblings to follow 
by volunteering to serve his country in the Texas 
State Guard. The all-volunteer force, Texas State 
Guard was established prior to World War II and is 
now known as The National Guard. ( search: History 
Of Texas State Guard) 
Johnny served in the US Army in North Africa 
and France in Europe with the 58th Med. Battalion in 
1943. 
Gilbert served in the US Army with the 4169 
Quarter Master Depot Co. He was in New Guinea, 
Leyte , and Luzan in the Phillippines, and in Ozaka 
Japan. 
Pat also served in the US Army Corp of 
Engineers, 46th Engineering Construction Battalion 
with duties in New Guinnea, the Phillipines in Leyte 
and Manila, Luzon, and Sandai Japan. 
In addition, Gonzalez Family brother-in-laws, 
Antonio Alvarez and Medardo Perez also proudly 
served during the 2nd World War. 
I Pat want to relate a war story that happened, while I was 
overseas in the Pacific during WWII. In 1944 the United States Army 
Forces invaded the Philippines on the Island of Leyte under the 
command of General Douglas McArthur. 
Thousands of Soldiers participated and occupied the Island. I was with 
the Corps of Engineers 46th Construction Battalion. Our mission was to 
build a landing field for our fighter planes and heavy bombers. 
After a few days in the war zone I was anxious to hear from home 
and about my brothers serving in the war effort. The mail was slow to 
catch up with the soldiers. Finally there was "mail call" for our company. 
"YES!" I was excited I had received a letter. It was from my sister Ninfa. 
Ninfa Gonzalez, age 87, is also a survivor of this story. Ninfa was 
my source of information and I hoped to learn more news about home 
and my brothers. We could always depend on Ninfa to take care of our 
home front. 
She wrote, in her letter, that everyone was fine at home and that 
they had heard from Johnny, who had been in North Africa, but was now 
in combat somewhere in Europe. 
She also wrote that they had learned about my big brother Gilbert, 
who was now also somewhere in the Pacific" and, she continued "why 
don't you write to him? He seems to have the same Army Post Office 
number as yours 711 c/o Postmaster San Francisco, California. 
Upon reading that he had the same APO as my own, it gave me a 
moment to think about my brother Gilbert, whom I had not seen in over 
a vears time. 
To think that Gilbert might be near, or see him, in the vast Pacific 
War Theater - with thousands of Islands and during the height of a 
ruthless war - was just non-sense. 
Yet I could not stop thinking to myself: What if my brother is 
nearby; why not try to contact him. The next think that came to my 
mind was to go and talk to my Staff Sergeant. I proceeded to inform him 
about the letter from the home front and about my brother Gilbert being 
in a Quarter Master outfit in the Pacific. My Staff Sergeant attentively 
listened to the details of my news from home and advised me that the 
odds of finding my brother would be slim, but that it would be worth 
trying to find him. He suggested that I consult with the Mess Sergeant -
whose job it was to obtain all the food and supplies from a Quarter 
Master Depot - for directions on where to go and search for my brother. 
In addition the Staff Sergeant provided me with a pass to leave the 
campsite and wished me luck with my search. 
The 46th Engineer Construction Battalion was very much involved 
with building the first landing field for our fighter aircraft and heavy 
bombers. 
Later the P38 fighter planes along with other fighter aircraft started 
to land there. Our US fighter aircraft crews took action right away and 
chased the Japanese Zero's away from the island immediately. My camp 
was close to the air-field, and soon the roar of the B-24 Heavy Bombers 
could be heard overhead as they departed and arrived from long distance 
bombing missions. 
After meeting with my Battalion Staff Sergeant, I met with the 
Mess Sergeant that same afternoon. The Mess Sergeant was very nice 
and helped me by directing me to the Quarter Master Depot that 
supplied our Battalion. The Quarter Master Depot was located on the 
main road just three miles from our campsite. He urged me to use 
caution during my trip to the Quarter Master Depot since there were 
hundreds of troops in that area. 
Retiring to my tent for the night, I prayed for 
guidance and a safe journey. It was an early 
Sunday morning, when I set off on my search for 
my brothetj in my truck. After a couple of miles 
of driving, I began to see our numerous military 
encampments and hundreds of soldiers on both 
sides of the road. I began to wonder, out of fear, if this journey was the 
right thing to do. I continued on towards the Quarter Master Depot, 
determined to find my brother. After some time of driving I spotted a 
large sign with the words: 4169 Quarter Master Depot. 
I walked to the main office tent and was approached by a soldier. 
"Can I help you soldier?" he asked. 
"I hope so," I responded, "I am looking for a soldier by the name of 
Gilbert Gonzalez. Maybe he is in this outfit?" 
"Sure!," he affirmed immediately, "Is he a friend?" 
"He is my brother." I answered. 
"Really! Your Brother. You are lucky!" he explained. 
The soldier then led me in the direction of some tents and directed 
to the big tent where my brother might be working in. 
As I approached the tent, I could feel my heart pounding with 
suspense. I walked inside where I saw about five soldiers working. I 
spotted my brother right away. He was unloading and sorting boots onto 
a supply table. He was about twenty feet away. I was so excited to see 
him that I almost lost my voice. 
"Hey Gilbert!" I hollered. 
He halfway turned - like not being sure of what he had seen. 
I hollered again, "Gilbert! It's me, Pat, your brother." 
This time he stood still, looking at me, doubtful of what he was 
seeing. 
"Is it really you little brother?" he asked as he rushed around the 
long supply table. 
We hugged. 
"My God. De donde venistes?" (Where did you come from?) he 
asked. "I don't believe this!" he exclaimed, touching my face with both 
hands. "How in the world did you find me?" he continued. 
I explained to him about our sister's letter and about following my 
instinct to search for him. We took some time to catch up on many 
events and our war experiences as well as the news from back home and 
about our brother Johnny. Since it was early enough in the day, we 
decided to go and visit my camp site. The first thing we did upon 
arriving at my camp was to visit with my Staff Sergeant. He was 
pleasantly surprised that I had been able to find my brother, and was 
glad to meet him in person as well. 
We then went to pay a visit to my Mess Sergeant. He 
was so delighted to meet Gilbert that he told him that I 
would be going along on the next day's supply run to 
the Quarter Master Depot. I then introduced my 
brother to my soldier buddies and had a joyous time 
sharing war stories and taking pictures to remember 
the special occasion. 
The next day my Mess Sergeant and I went to the 
Quarter Master Depot for supplies. Gilbert was there 
.__ _______ ____. waiting for us when we arrived and made my Mess 
Sergeant very happy with his generosity in filling our supply list. As I 
was leaving I hugged my brother and told him I'd see him when we 
returned to the States. That same week my Battalion was deployed to 
Manila in Luzan. The war came to an end while I was in Manila. After 
Japan surrendered, I was then deployed to Japan as part of the 
American occupying forces and was stationed in the town of Sandai. 
The three brothers that proudly served their country overseas 
during the war came home safely to their families. Thanks to God. 
My wife Nora's brothers, my in-laws, also served during the War. 
Daniel Ramirez bravely served in the 
infantry, with duties in central Germany. Daniel was in combat during 
the Battle of the Bulge which led to the defeat of Germany and the end of 
WWII. 
Emmanuel Ramirez honorably during the war as well. He 
was with the US guard forces that guarded the US Treasury in Fort 
Knox, Kentucky. 
Staff Sergeant Esequiel 
Guajardo, our fallen Hero, was the radio operator in the famous 
Memphis Belle. They flew over ~ missions over Germany 
during WWII. After the war, a movie was made depicting their heroic 
m1ss10ns. 


